232    MEDITERRANEAN   MEMORIES
Turning to the left along the shore, and a little
distance inland from it, I came across odd frag-
ments : a room here, a cellar there, a bath, or some
unrecognizable portion of a house. Not far from
the sea quite a large temple has been dug out of the
ground, and it is in a fair state of preservation con-
sidering its age and the savage methods employed
in the final destruction of the city* Still further
inland, and on a small hill, whole streets have been
uncovered, and most interesting they are, showing
that almost modern drainage systems and road-
planning were known in those days*
I walked for miles over these ruins where there
was nothing but the buried past beneath my feet,
and the clear, glorious sky above my head, where a
warm sun and an invigorating breeze made you feel
that it was good to be alive* There was not a
sound of any kind, and yet I tried hard to hear the
steady hum which once must have been heard
where I walked* Quite suddenly I came upon the
amphitheatre, which is the best preserved of all the
ruins, but it was here that I was stricken*
That morning I had eaten a very light break-
fast of the usual coffee and rolls, and since that time
had walked many miles, up hill and down, in the
dear fresh air* The result of this was that quite
suddenly I felt that I had no inside at all, just an
aching void instead* It came so suddenly that I